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to find further avenues through the Orient or the
Americas, or else a broken craft bringing back
tragedy from the Arctic; ship after ship ; great
captain after great captain. 'No history worth
mentioning! There are Londoners who cannot
taste the salt. Yet, no doubt, it is difficult for
younger London to get the ocean within its
horizon. The memory of the Oberon, that
famous ship, is significant to me, for she has gone,
with all her fleet, and some say she took Poplar's
best with her. Once we were a famous shipping
parish. Now we are but part of the East End of
London. The steamers have changed us. The
tides do not rise high enough to-day, and our
shallow waters cannot make home for the new
keels.

But to the old home now the last of the sailing
fleet is loyal. We have enough still to show what
once was there; the soft gradations of a ship's
entrance, rising into bows and bowsprit, like the
form of a comber at its limit, just before it leaps
forward in collapse; the mounting spars, alive
and braced ; the swoop and lift of the sheer j the
rich and audacious colours, the strange flags
and foreign names : South Sea schooner, whaling